





MIND ERASER (BP) 


On December 2nd, 2009, there was a fire in my apartment 
building. No one was hurt and nothing in my unit was 
damaged. The only casualty was the hookah bar on the first 
floor, which is where the fire started. Some of my more 
mature or responsible friends were amazed and confused 
that I had not purchased renter's insurance. Their first 
thought was how distraught I would have been if my record 
collection had melted back into an iridescent, waxy mass. I 
agreed that this result would be most distressing; however, it 
also caused me to think more about the large role that music 
has played in shaping my identity. Had I lost my records in | 
that blaze, my first thought would probably be that I had j 
wasted thousands of dollars and hundreds of hours across | 
the years. After all, records are just products. Their contents j 
are the priceless and irreplaceable element that no insurance i 
policy could ever possibly protect. Nothing short of 
retrograde amnesia will make me forget how John Brannon’s 
voice sounds. Only a full-frontal lobotomy could remove the | 
mental imprint I have of BREAKDOWN'S various compilation ) 
tracks. You’d have to take a claw hammer to my skull to 
make me forget where I was when I heard the first five 
FUCKED UP singles. This music, for better or worse, will not j 
leave me voluntarily. I am a prisoner of my tastes. This 
imprinting is the blessing and curse of HC punk. I listen to 
anthemic, rousing songs, some with memorable lyrical flow, 
but they are about negative and destructive tendencies. I 
can’t get enough. I used to force myself to read the lyric j 
sheet before I listened to every record I bought. (This 
behavior can be sourced to my incessant logophilia.) Days 
that held hours of leisure time and verbal analysis are behind 
me now. It’s a hard habit to break. These days, I throw on a , 
record and it usually doesn’t take very long to tell whether I 
need to listen to the whole thing. If it doesn’t impress me on 
first hearing, then I have no time to invest in it. Sure, I’m 
probably cutting off my nose to spite my face, but I am so 
goddamned busy that I only have time for the best of the 
best anymore. This change from careful verbal analyst to | 
disgruntled sonic archivist happened without my awareness 
or permission. Writing for a zine did not help. Because I can 
no longer afford to spend hours analyzing a record, it has to | 
jrab my throat on the first listen. I’ll learn the lyrics 


pure exposure. Or maybe I’ll check out the insert if the music 

is good enough. So much of my daily life demands careful 
treatment of and disciplined attention to words, where they 
belong, what they mean, and what they suggest or imply. It’s 
become an automatic part of the reading process for me. I 
can’t help myself. The only type of analysis is overanalysis. I 
don’t need lyrics to inform me of world events, interpersonal 
conduct, or emotional states. I get enough of that from day- 
to-day living. Lyrics are rarely as meaningful or interesting 
after I’ve spent so much time reflecting on them anyway. (It’s 
like I’m creating reasons to hate something I love.) Despite 
all this complaining, I do need music to clear out the many 
and varied useless obsessive thoughts that are part and 
parcel of my life. I will take this simple, repetitive, unskilled 
music and listen to it until I am out of time or patience. Days, 
weeks, or months later, different verses, riffs, or parts will 
enter my mind without warning. I can’t turn off my mind. The 
music did this to me. No fire could ever take that away Tall 
Rob 6/7/2010 
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The people I like and respect keep getting further and further away 
from HC and the ones I hate just keep sinking their claws in deeper. 
Don't get me wrong there are plenty of great people in Chicago, 
there’s just a small contingent of wet blankets that take the fun out of 
everything. From August 25, 2010 to June 30, 201 1 1 will be teaching 
English in Shanghai. I need a break from the social aspects of HC and 
from the social aspects of life. As you might imagine I have never 
even attempted to learn Mandarin or Chinese or any sort of oriental 
language. 1 just know “fifty dolla” and the international sign for 
handjob. I can't imagine I’ll really talk to anyone but Melanie and her 
brother for months on end. I’ve heard there are punk bands in 
Shanghai but I have yet to hear them or even know their names. I’m 
expecting to travel to Tokyo at least once during my stay in the Far 
East just to buy records and see GAUZE or KREIGSHOG or god 
knows what insane Burning Sprit bands. Other than that I will not be 
involved in HC whatsoever. I am looking forward to just listening to 
music during this time period. I don’t want to know who’s in what 
band, and which label is releasing which single. I don’t care who’s 
fucking who or who said what to whom. That shit is so pointless but 
it is so easy to get tangled up in it. My favorite era of my HC lifetime 
was when 1 first started going to shows. I didn’t know a single person. 
No one talked to me, no one cared and for me it was a completely 
foreign world. All I wanted to know was where to buy a NEGATIVE 
APPROACH CD and the location of the next show. It was a wide 
open world of music back then. None of the politics (both of the 
genre and the individual), eating habits, alcohol consumption or any 
bullshit mattered. I just wanted to get punched in the face while a 
shitty band played shitty music out of shitty equipment. Over the 
years I got to know people and over the last few years I’ve gotten to 
know them all too well. I’ve just started to really embrace the A- 
TEAM lyrics, “Hey shit-bag, don't think I have to give you any 
respect just because you’re into everything that I am. We’re not the 
; same and this you have to understand. I won't be grouped with kids I 
can’t fucking stand... You’re all headed in the wrong direction and I 
| just can’t stomach it.” There was a time I wanted nothing more than 
to fit in with all the people at HC shows and for a while I did, but 
fuck if there aren’t some real fucking retards around these days. I 
always gave people the benefit of the doubt because I could justify it 
with ‘They’re cool cause they listen to HC.” Well that’s just not the 
case anymore. There are so many boring, characterless, shadows of 
people that populate most shows that I just can’t fucking stand it. 
Chicago is becoming a place where a recipe for vegan chili is more 
; desirable than a copy of “Victim In Pain.'’ A place where Hawaiian 


themed shows are cool, and violence themed shows are out of line. 
I’m a hateful person, I am not very likeable. I’m violent. I’m honest 
and I don't get along with most people. Why would I even attempt to 
get along with someone just because they like the same kind of 
music? It took entirely too long for me to realize these things. Most 
people are dicks. It’s sad but true. So this might read like I’m about to 
hang up my boots, but I feel the exact opposite. I listen to more 
current bands right now than I have in years: WASTE 
MANAGEMENT, OMEGAS, KICKED IN, MISLED YOUTH, 
OBLITERATION, VILE GASH. SHUT THE FUCK UP, URBAN 
BLIGHT. RECKLESS AGGRESSION, BORN BAD, RATIONS and 
KRIEGSHOG are constantly on/in my tumtable/tape deck/cd player. 
I am excited about HC, I just pre-ordered the new KNIFE FIGHT 7” 
for flick’s sake. It takes so much for me to figure out an internet so I 
can buy records. I am just as excited to not read a messageboard for a 
year or attend a show with any faces that look like mine. I just need a 
break and I'm excited for it. Some more A-TEAM for ya: “I don’t 
care about politics, such a waste of breath. I don't care about the 
causes or your views or all the protests all over the fucking place.” Or 
how about some SHEER TERROR: “You call that Negative, You 
think I'm out of touch, I can't stand living, I can’t stand you. And I 
just can’t hate enough.” Matt Rolland 7-30-10 
mindlessmutantfanzine^gmail.com 




Special Thanks to Craig Kamrath and Beniot Pepin for the 
photographs. They are the best photographers on this continent. For 
evidence of this check out Craig's center spread of SCAPEGOAT 
(have you seen a better picture in the last 5. 10 years) or Ben’s 
OMEGAS photo. Thanks to A1 Quint for the WASTE 
MANAGEMENT pictures. Thanks Bret Liebendorfer for the 
NUKKEHAMMER pictures and Jimmy Turri for the back cover. 
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No matter how many trips oast ycu have under ycur 
belt, certain thirds about that land on the other 
side of the planet will always seem fascinating. 
The first ncment you stare at a map and really 
notice how far frcm hone ycu are, or the whole 
realization that you're really just a face in a 
crowd, inocngruent with any of the life, language, 
or flow of the population. The latter triplet of 
'lost' manifests itself in more than one vay. As 
sinple as listening to announcements on a subway 
train, eavesdropping on a conversation, or the 
unavoidable insipid giggling at awkward signage in 
English (which I am apparently endlessly 
fascinated by). Your tongue doesn't matter, ycur 
manner is useless, intuition is skewed. Well 
that's the ideal anyways. 
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Tokyo is all buzzing. Pretty happy as far as 
anyone can tell with no real indication of 
widespread penury. Mostly the ocnpcunds of zero 
after zero in an electricity bill, civil ingenuity, 
Dopplered clucking - and if there's a word for it 
- smalls that bend in the same way with all the 
comers in that endless labyrinth. Tokyo is a city 
of cracks I imagine. Once the mania lets up it 
feels like you've been exiled into an enpty orbit 
until you can re-enter a new theatre. The mega 
centre broken down village to village. Station to 
station. There are not many other people in orbit, 
everyone is on the inside, in the street clustered 
like magnetic human dust, soon evanescences 
between creases, primarily moved by little gusts. 
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Most westerners are pretty prepared for it, us 
included. But in case we weren't, we had a good 
purpose to frame our visit. Musical tourism. What 
can I say, sometimes it's wonderful to have a 
reason to be somewhere. Takes the edge off of 
being a stranger, and still allows for the 
blissful anonymity of travel. We were led to our 
cwn private crack on the 2nd, 3rd, and 4th floor 
of a hotel in a trendy neighbourhood called 
Shibuya where blue and white kimonos were folded 
neatly at the edge of cur beds, with a pair of 
slippers accompanying them cn the floor. Japanese 
hospitality. Broad daylight, exhaustion was 
battered into submission in the interest of taking 
Tokyo. 
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Budokan, Shinjuku, Harajuku, Kcenji, Shibuya, 

Ginza, shrines, temples, parks, scrambles; we had 
them all over the few days we were there. *We* bcw 
to the economic miracle, tut we all do. What's 
worth talking about is our time spent outside of 
k weaving between shoe stores. 
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first moments are orientative. Their wake 
confidence first visually, then 
and the last and most permanent mapping 
_ always from the mouth and what goes in 
Japanese people are often associated with 
So obsessed that they pursue it to the 
suicide. Aside frcm their culture one of 
things one starts to notice is that the 
itself achieves a kind of 
.proportionally formed to the Nth 
Ebr the heavy eyelid of the world eater, 
horror goes along with the thoughts of 
literally "goes into" making Japan's 
population so divinely proportioned, 
latitude and longitude end i*> chicken 
a: the overground rail, whale sausage in 
pedestrian market, and hot soup hone 
Shibuya. 
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hold cn a minute. Lets switch gears. 
Imagine that the last sentence in the previous 
paragr a ph acts like an u rr bra slowly closing over 
ycur now overcrowded imagination and as though 
under hypnosis, a finger snaps, and ycur eye burst 
open with the first few pneumatic strokes of 
"Hello New Punks" by Star Club. "Fhcked Ujp" - 
filmed with jump cuts, mashed up against neon, 
heaving Japanese heads of hair bouncing in time to 
seme scng ycu can't hear - then the band waltzes 
into an exclusive looking club, all forcing a 
smile, a sneer, all overconfidence at the camera. 
"Hellloooo Newwww Punkevwsss" as the laminates get 
slung around our necks and we're shown to cur 
actually vintage instruments, million dollar PA, 
and Subway-Sandwich rider (a la Happy Gilmore) 
until we get to the dressing room and the nusic 
stops and the six of us freeze, musical chairs 
style, in the dressing roan, (include picture of 
stabbing) . 
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because it was cut first trip to Japan, 
because as time passes and HU continues to 
its cwn magnification, the percentage of 
ins and in the kncwers have been going 
>f the wax candle: Their beacons bum 
bright but ultimately melt away the 
f their greater body. "Punks" because, 
were, of course, sane legends in the 
Old friends who make us feel good and not 
he aforementioned candle version of our 
selves. "Yo What's Up. We're Fucked Up from fj 
na-daaaa " 
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The audience 
comm on thread so far as any of us can tell, For 
all we know such a singular event even succeedi n g 
as iruch as it seems to be could be a total hoax; 
fabrication of same CHPippetteer to make us feel 
more welcome or to encourage cur return. So the 
eye line of toques, mohawks, flops, grimaces, 
smiles, winces, and terror stares back at us for 
the next 45 minutes as we bark in their faces. 
Seme bit of negative intuition thinks the audience 
are filled with plants and place fillers for our 
own gratification, but it goes avay. Unrelenting 
in cur shamelessness, comfortable with our 
confidence, having the time of our lives. 


Indulge further and imagine that at this exact 
moment, a flight form Tokyo was just caning to the 
peak of its arc over the ocean at which the most 
brief and delicate reduction of space and time, in 
which today becomes yesterday and one goes 'back 
in time, ' is achieved. Since somewhere cn earth 
time stepped existing for a split second I will no 
longer offer a chronology of Japanese Hbcked Up 
but a freeze frame that should act as a fossil for 
all future scholars of our group: « 


It's hard to tell what song we were playing 
but Damian is in the audience which means he 
thinks vAatever we're playing is "boring" to watch 
cn its own and he needs to save the audience from 
repetitive tnrd-thud by doing a floor show. 
I'm gonna guess it's the middle section of, say. 
Crooked Bead. The man has two plastic cups 
suctioned to the sides of his head, like a keg- 
party version of Bellboy, and is inverted 180 
degrees in the full clutches of a cartwheel. 


Josh is half oockBd and about to release a 
fistful of Josh guitar-payload, but even in mid 
hurdle he is his stolid self. If you look closely 
there are two crows feet aside either eye, his 
enthusiasm noted. Sandy is angled over the 
audience like she's waiting for the audience to 
whisper a question in her ear. Ben and Mike are in 
apposition as usual. Che's aim snapped straight, 
hurdling toward the floor, and the others' 
recoiling upward, the whole image leaving the 
crowd behind like lifeless scree. Me myself, I was 
imagining that I was the guy in Kuro with the huge 
poodle hair and that I was at a different concert 
all together, pogoing with my Japanese brothers to 
something hard like maybe a G-ZET intro. 
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NUKKEHAMMER lives in slow-motion 


To them, Germany is still divided into 
two parts and the Corrmonwealth of Independent States doesn't yet exist. 
Shove a ballpoint pen into your ear canal and break it off if you want a 
sense of how they sound. 


Counterfeit Garbage: First things first. Why does the demo sound so 
fucking disgusting? I feel like I'm having dirt rubbed into a gaping 
chest wound by a rogue MSF nurse whenever I hear the intro to "End It 
All Now." 

MATT: My inspirations for NUKKEHAiyMER were bands like CONFUSE, DEATH 
SIDE, LEBENDEN TOTEN, HFIJ HAMPER, DISCHARGE , DISCLOSE, and VOID. So, 
yeah that's disgusting. I'm sure Dennis and Laser would tell you a bunch 
of different bands that I’ve never heard of. The secret to the 
NUKKEHAMMER sound is piercing trebly guitars distorted to the ultra by 
Laser's Peavy Festival 800 arrp which is the greatest piece of 
electronics in existence. 

DENNIS: I wanted to record this band like the bands of old: by ourselves 
on the almighty four-track cassette recorder. I think it is appropriate 
for shit-stains to record a shit-stain on a shit-stain piece of 
equipment. The sound waves translate better that way. I will save my 
band lists f6r another time. 

LASER: There are no ripped-off NOFX riffs, which is a big help. 
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CG: NUKKEHAMyER has a song about 2012. What do you think is going to 
happen on December 21 , 2012? 

MATT: Absolutely NOTHING. I'll be laughing at all the morons who bought 
into it. 

DENNIS: I will probably be at work wishing that something exciting were 
to actually happen besides a new cycle in the Mayan calendar. Hopefully 
we will have a couple new BOLT THROWER albums by then. 

LASER: I think tfiere will be an event on that date that will change our 
world forever, probably in very negative ways. But I also think it will 
go perfectly unnoticed by us, something small that begins a chain 
reaction downfall. Global Warming speeds up and cephalopods evolve into 
land based intelligent creatures, possibly with a fascist government in 
mind? Could be anything really. . . 

MATT: Chronic marijuana smokers exhibit paranoid tendencies. 


CG: Can you talk a little bit about the background story of "Warheads 
for Coke"? I know you guys were alive and conscious in the 1980s. Do you 
have any lingering nuclear fear? 


CG: Now imagine that you are the head of state in a medium-sized 
developed country. You have a couple two, three, nukes lying around. 
What else would you trade than for besides cocaine or other highly- 
trafificable / profitable drugs? What would you do with them if you 
didn't trade them? 

LASER: I'm thinking a sale would be better than a trade here. The 
proceeds would then go to legalization / marketing of marijuana tourism 
in my country. We would be the next Amsterdam. Development problems 
solved. 

MATT: I would drop them on Texas or Florida. 

DE NNIS: I w ould like to trade them for the state of West Virginia. 


MATT: It kind of sums up 1980s punk for me. Simple and effective. Just ] 
make up sane dumb shit to say about the government and bang it out. No 
lingering nuclear war fear here, but the idea of WWIII was in the front 
of the national mindset when I was growing up in the late 1970s and 
1980s. We had to watch Threads in tenth grade, which is a brutal BBC 
film about WWIII and radiation sickness. Great movie. I'm open to the 
idea of total nuclear annihilation. F\ick it. 

DENNIS: I actually do have apocalyptic nightmares fran time to time and 
I blame it on growing up in this era. Sometimes the dreams are 
reoccurring and sometimes they differ, but they always feel very real. I 
will see people melting, or a huge funnel in the sky sucking everything 
into it, or it could be something mundane like hiding out in an 
underground cellar in a neighbor's house from my hometown, just sitting 
there, watching a candle bum. 

LASER: I don't think nuclear fear is lingering, it is here. There are 
still governments developing nuclear powers, so the threat of nuclear 
war is still loaning. Personally my concern is not with the actual war, 
but the aftermath. I just want to survive so I am able to roam the 
wasteland in an endless search for gasoline. 


CG: Can you talk more about the cephalopods? I know DISMAL had a song / 
record about it... I'm skeptical of anything happening on 12/21/2012 
really. It's pretty funny that there's a feature length Hollywood movie 
about it though. Gotta market the end of days somehow, right? 

LASER: Yeah of course. I'm kinda surprised there wasn't a movie about 
Y2K. Cephalopods are seme of the strangest and most intelligent 
creatures of the seas - even the planet. Seme might even consider them 
alien, which can make for great inspiration in a songwriting situation. 
I really just like to stray away from the anti-nukes /cops / government 
/ war / etc. that is run-of-the-mill in crust punk. 

DENNIS: The most important thing about all this for me is to remind 
humanity that their time can come at any given moment, even due to 
something as arbitrary as a date on a calendar. 

MATT: Is this a NUKKEHAMMER interview? 
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CG: "Pig All The Time" is a great song. So far, it's the second song 
about Pig Champion's passing that I've heard. How important is the sound 
and / or ethos of POISON IDEA to the vision of NUKKEHAPMER? 

MATT: that song is about the PIG CHAMPION legend. I heard he was so big 
he was trapped in his house and they cut a hole in his wall to get him 
out. We all love POISON IDEA but there aren’t really any similarities 
in the sounds. 


CG: What does "I'll show you what a loser I am" mean? Is worshipping Pig 
a celebration of being a loser? 

LASER: The rumor goes that Pig’s stepdad (?) called him a fat loser, and 
Pig’s response was ”I’ll show you a fat loser.” Supposedly Pig got even 
fatter on purpose just to spite him. I don’t know or care if that’s 
true; it’s an awesome attitude. 


CG: C’mon though you have a chance to be a new creator / first mover / 

tyrant / civilization’s architect. How would you shape the development 
of the new society? What mind control techniques would you use? I would 
probably issue copies of the NEGATIVE APPROACH 7” to everyone at birth 
and watch the mayhem unfold. 

LASER: I’m pretty sure I’d be preaching sane very open, sex-positive 
message, seeing as we would hafta repopulate. Also, that sounds wicked 
fun. Maybe start Bartertown? 

Matt: I would try to re-shape society to be like ’’Heavy Metal” the 
imovie. My life would be like a Frank Frazetta painting. 

i DENNIS: Haters of god and/or those who play god, isn’t that why many of 
us were drawn to punk in the first place? If it were up to me, I would 
rather keep humanity at a global population of under 500,000 relegated 
to small villages and roving bands digging up grubs and eating ferns. We 
have already shown that we are not fit to be stewards of this planet, 
but it’s not for me to decide. — - 


CG: I just noticed something else about this song. I can't tell if it's 
a typo or not but it looks like it says "Pigs" in the title on the demo. 
Kinda makes me think the song is about being besieged by cops. Was 
this just a typo or are we all just miniature Pig Champions, ’’trapped 
in our houses” by the cops? 

LASER: Hahahaha! I love it. I’m going with the mini Pig Champion reason. 
DENNIS: I believe Matt purposefully did that with the song so it would 
seem like it was a song about police, but it’s really an ode to Pig 
Champion. 

MATT: It's called ’’Pigs All The Time.” NUKKEHAYMER has no respect for 
correct grammar or proper English. 


CG: "Savage Winter" makes me envision the next ice age and the firs 
cro-mag neanderfuck scum human caning out of its cryogemcally frozen 
tcmb. If you were the first human to be freed fran these frozen 

shackles, what would you do? ... ~._ 

MATT: Get to Cleveland ASAP. That song is actually about hating Ohio 

winters. , . . .. ^ 

DENNIS: Uh. . . .find the ultra-sick rave party happening in the city 

Zion where everyone has fabulous abs? , 

LASER: I would probably eat something. Then search for Tundra Weed. 






in production for a while now 


can we expect a release? Are you going througl 
first tape has an ominous, desperate aesthei 
music well, so I figure you're going to keep it 
MATT: I guarantee NUKKEHAMMER recorded a 2nd 1 
Siberia. I have no further comment. 

DENNIS: The Future Of Siberia cassette had a 
Future of Baltimore," for the December 19th, 2i 


CG: What are the songs "Melted Red Phone" and "Rebuild The Wall 


the new 
tape, about? 

MATT: "Melted Red Phone' 
surface-to-air-missile . 
Union. The USSR is defir 


is about Air Force One getting taken out with a 
'Rebuild the Wall" is about^ missing the Soviet 
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DISTORT #28 (20 A4 pages) 

DX 

P.O. Box 239 
North Carlton 
VIC 3064 
Australia 

distorttheworld@gmail.com 

Let’s see how long Daniel’s self-imposed “no more interviews* 
policy lasts. Here we have eight. BORN BAD, RIVAL MOB, and 
Lou Barlow (talking DEEP WOUND / Boston HC) make this issue 
better than some of Daniel’s recent work. Per usual, the 
introduction is the best part. It’s the bread and butter of Distort: 
pulling an interview excerpt or zine passage off the shelf and 
analyzing it and interpreting it until it’s given its proper context. 
Subjects here are ROYAL HEADACHE, BIKINI KILL, and Hunter 
S. Thompson. Unfortunately for Daniel, the most insightful 
comment in the whole issue is part of Mike’s response in the f 
BORN BAD interview: “it’s like this lifestyle justifies the stunting of 
emotional growth." Other interesting points indude Daniel’s 
hilarious piss-take ending to the Barlow interview and the 
absolutely mind-boggling response to the question, “Dtf you have 
any friends or family serving now?" in the CRIMINAL DAMAGE 
interview. 


DOWN AND OUT #10 (20 A4 pages) 
j Sam Vince 
P.O. Box 121 
North Hobart 
| TAS 7002 
Australia 

xsamvincex@yahoo.com.au 

The theme for this issue is the “Top Ten Records Since the 
Millennium Bug Failed." In a break from the usual D&O style, there 
are multiple authorial voices in this issue. A total of seven 
Tasmanians contribute lists that are not hemmed in by the 
constraints of punk or HC. Sam’s list in particular is interesting 
because it is comprised of records that shaped his identity the 
most over the decade, rather than those that he finds qualitatively 
superior at this point in time. I am left scratching my head at some 
of his choices (given what I’ve learned about his recent interests 
I from past issues), but I can’t fault honesty or taste. 

DOWN AND OUT #12 (20 A4 pages) 

Sam writes about the DRUNKDRIVER rape accusation in the intro 
to this issue. So that I don’t misrepresent him, I’m going to share a 
direct quote: the people that create music and their personal / 
private lives have no bearing on them being listenable or not. 
From there, Sam goes into an examination of how a lot of the 
music he (and many of us) likes is made by fucked up, shitty 
people. Now, I’m sure some of you are already pissed that he 
effectively side-stepped the whole rape issue, but really, did you 
need to read two pages of someone telling you that rape is 
horrifying? Yeah, I know, Sam and I must be rape apologists who 
are creating rape culture by not instantly ramming our opinions 
down your throat when this topic comes up. He, of course, 
addresses this objection directly at a different point in the intro 
because he knows some people can’t deal with that level of 
ambiguity. It’s possible to be curious (not neutral or unconcerned) 
about a topic like this, especially given how it was handled and 
presented on various message boards. Regardless of the situation 
that inspired it, Sam’s examination of the “shitty people / good 
band" dilemma reads well. This issue also has a few pages of 
writing on MAN IS THE BASTARD and interviews with SUFFER 
and TIGER CHOIR. 



DOWN AND OUT #11(16 A4 pages) 

Back to the grind again. Sam leads off with a series of reviews of 
Crimethinc related releases and it totally goes over my head. 
TRIAL was the only band from this scene I’ve actually heard, 
though I do remember being semi-intrigued by a CATHARSIS 
interview from Value of Strength or Reflections when “Passion" 
came out. Nothing about this scene as represented in this 
retrospective holds my interest now. In case you feel the same, 
maybe the BROKEN WATER or XBRAINIAX interviews will get ; 
your goat. For me, the reviews are what I’ll be revisiting in the | 
future. Sam’s diverse tastes don’t always overlap with mine but he | 
shares his passion for the things he likes in a way that keeps me j 
coming back for more. 

TT 





I WAS A TEENAGE ZOMBIE #3 (28 full pages) 

Erik Meyer 
1142 lllini Drive 
O’Fallon, IL, 62269 
girlproblems@hotmail.com 

Erik has this weird requirement for his reviews. He only reviews 
records if he likes them. I don’t understand this approach. I know 
there are things he does not like and I know he must have 
opinions on them. Everyone does. Withholding them seems to be 
masochistic. I can think of a wealth of reasons for not sharing 
negative opinions, but I don’t want to foist any of them onto him. 
It’s not fair for me to speak for him. Erik’s idiosyncratic approach 
aside, I still love this zine. Written during a character- and 
constitution-building Midwestern winter, it’s coming from a 
geographical location and associated headspace I am intimately 
familiar with. This issue is the first with interviews, a full one with 
PIGEON RELIGION and a brief one with DRY-ROT. I don’t care 
much for PR, so this interview is kind of lost on me. The DRY-ROT 
exchange is hampered by unhelpful or unclear responses. Oh 
well, at least you get obsessive record and show reviews. On a 
related note, Erik accepts mix tapes (with stamps) as trade for 
issues of the zine. One side of me says it’s misguidedly 
anachronistic, while the other finds it charming and thoughtful. The 
most endearing part of the zine has to be the suggestion that 
Weiffenbach was using iambic pentameter when writing the lyrics 
to “Who Are You?" It’s just such a ridiculous connection and it 
makes me think that Erik must fall asleep listening to VOID after 

having analyzed sonnets all night, every night. 

— — 
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I WAS A TEENAGE ZOMBIE #3.5 (28 half pages) 

Too excited to wait for the proper fourth issue, Erik hits us with a 
serving of leftovers too filling to be part of the previous edition. No 
complaints here. In fact, I like this one more than IWATZ#3. 
There’s a reprinted DESCENDENTS interview from 1986. Since 
the zine is from St. Louis (near O’Fallon) and he got it from the 
original editor (who works in a local record store), he’s able to give 
it a personal meaning it would otherwise be missing. And, fuck, 
the interview itself is great, despite what you might think of “I Don’t 
Want to Grow Up." I mean, the original editor even gets the 
French right when he’s transcribing Milo quoting their 
Qu6b6cois(e) fans. Yeah, I shouldn’t be giving Erik credit for that, 
but it’s still cool. The original content is comprised of an interview 
with TENEMENT, some guidelines for doing a zine, the usual 
record and tape reviews, and another plea for keeping analog- 
based traditions of HC punk alive. I know Erik’s confessional, 
almost therapeutic, review style isn’t going to sit well with 
everyone, but I can't deny that it strikes a chord with me. 






MANDATORY MOSHING #0 (20 full pages) 

Evan Blanco 
1209 Cougar Trail 
Cary, IL, 60013 
evan.blanco@gmail.com 

Blog-tumed-zine from a first-string Chicago mosher. I'll recuse 
myself from commenting on the DURESS interview because I was 
there and it’d basically amount to me reviewing a conversation I 
had with Matt, Evan, and Fam. The reviews are short (and double- 
spaced), yet communicate the essential aspects of each demo, 
zine, and record. Evan’s demo reviews are written in the time it 
takes him to listen to each demo. This approach doesn’t allow for 
deep thinking, but I do enjoy it from a let’s-see-how-this-self- 
imposed-constraint-affects-my-writing-style perspective. Speaking 
of perspective, I’m fucking thrilled that there’s another take on the 
last two shows The REPOS played. You already know how sick 
those shows were, so you may think another review is redundant. 
Not me. Can’t get enough of their last set. Fucking best band. 
Evan adds a personal touch to the Chicago show by relating that 
Aaron told him to stop punching some douche that was bothering 
him and to fight Joe if he was gonna fight anyone. Yes, a singer 
telling someone at a show to fight his own guitarist. Brilliant. 


PLOPPY PANTS #1 1 (40 A5 pages) 

Roddy Neithercut 
Sabhal M6r Ostaig 
The Isle of Skye 
IV44 8RQ 

Alba (a.k.a. Scotland) 
dirtyJittlej3unk@hotmail.com 

Roddy likes Gaelic as much as I love English. Some of the 
interviews (except the TERVEET KADET one) come across as 
more obligatory than passionate. Kinda like, “well, I’ve traded 
zines / patches / records / tapes with this person, so they make a 
good interview candidate.” I find myself more interested in Roddy’s 
writing, whether it’s his lamentation about Dio, helpful Gaelic 
phrases for vegans who find themselves in Scotland, reasons why 
English is the lingua franca of the punk world, or whether Pete Gill 
(MOTORHEAD / GARY GLITTER / SAXON) or Keith Gilbet 
(DIRGE / The VARUKERS / The WANKYS) has had a bigger 
influence on crust / noise punk drumming. (He goes so far on that 
last topic that he creates a new genre: g-beat.) His creativity is 
matched by his skill in composition - this is simply a fun and 
insightful read. 


SOCIAL HARDCORE #1 (12 A4 pages) 

Tom Bradford 
14 Moray St 
East Bentleigh 
VIC 3165 
Australia 

socialhardcore@gmail.com 

Nothing gives me a douche chill like seeing a photo of myself in a 
zine. That’s about the only bad thing I can say about the URBAN 
BLIGHT interview here. The interview with fellow Aussies DRAFT 
DODGER is focused exclusively on their LP, which I’ve never 
heard, but now want to. It also features a flyer gallery with 
comments on each flyer or show from Neil, the singer. Pretty cool 
idea. Short intro issue is rounded out by a talk with MUCH I 
WORSE, which is filtered through the manic and blurred lens of | 
that one JERRY’S KIDS record with those drum fills. 


SEVERED TIES #1 (12 A4 pages) 

Hubert 

mkxhub@o2.pl 

Ah, fuck. Sort of a companion to PLOPPY PANTS in that it I 
acknowledges that using English is necessary to communicate 
with most punks. It achieves this end implicitly because Hubert 
lives in Poland and did not grow up speaking and writing English 
as a first language. Nevertheless, the writing is clear and free of 
clich6s. Actually, Hubert may be using cliches that I’m just not 
aware of because I’m not familiar with Polish idioms. Whatever the | 
truth, in his review of the second VILE GASH demo, he wntes, 
“the guitar is distorted to the extreme, it blows up every listener,” 
which is one of the most unreal descriptions I’ve ever read. His | 
analytical skills are also present in the intro when he explains his I 
disgust for the huge number of bands that rush to the recording 
studio to do demos or records when they’re not ready and their | 
releases are not necessary. On fucking point. In case you need 
more info on where this guy’s interests lie, consider the name of | 
his zine and that he also does a label called Blinded Records. 
Total shit-maniac for sure. 



\ 




mam 



Record fairs are a great way to find rare HC gems without going online. Last time I 
bought BLACK FLAG’S “Nervous Breakdown” for ten dollars. We met a guy that 
assured me that he had Dischord 1 -1 0, Rev 1-1 5 (on color), Touch N Go 1 -1 0 and X- 
daim! 1-6 and would be bringing them to the next fair. At some point the night 


before the fair I decided that we needed to be there for the early bird special at 6:00 
am. This meant leaving the apartment by 5:30 am. So we did the only logical thing: 
stay up all night studying the Flex book. We arrived sometime before 6:00 am. and I 
was sure we would be at the front of the line, but, to my dismay, the room was 
already crawling with vinyl junkies. I almost cried waiting in line to pay my ten bucks 
to get in. I ran nervously around the huge room looking for my dealer. He was 
nowhere to be found. I was beyond upset I spent ten bucks to get in early. . -I’d 
stayed up all night. . .1 was pissed. I did find an original copy of "California Uber Alles” 
that I overpaid for. As I walked around dejected with the early morning sun just 
starting to illuminate the winter sky I saw a beautiful sight One of the dealers was 
showing a buyer a box with the ’Beware” 12” and from what I could see across the 
room it looked real. I quickly ran over and asked the guy if I could look through the 
box. He told me that he had to show it to a friend first before he’d let anyone else 
check out the goods. I paced around the table and waited for his friend to show up. 
This man turned out to be at least 65 years old. He wore a heather grey sweatsuit 
with a black fenny pack with a rolling suitcase that held his portable record player, 
huge headphones and later I would learn buckets foil of money. I nervously n*cpd 
the table as this man pulled out the following records which were first pressings 
unless otherwise noted: MISFITS ’Beware” 12,” ‘Walk Among Us,” “Die Die My 
Darling, ’’ NEGATIVE APPROACH ‘Tied Down,” MINOR THREAT ‘Out of Step,”, 
NECffclS ‘Conquest for Death,” NEGATIVE APPROACH T, MINOR THREAT T 2* 
pressing, In My Eyes,” NECROS "IQ 32,” STATE OF ALERT "No FtJicy EP,” YOUTH 
BRIGADE "Possible EP,” GOVERNMENT ISSUE “Legless Bull EP,” TEEN IDLES "Minor 
Disturtance EP,” ‘Process of Elimination’' comp. 7\ BAD BRAINS 'Pay to Cum” (no 
picture sleeve), THE FIX “Jan’s Room.” This was not end of the collection. There were 
probably 20 more singles and 5 LPs. This is all my mind is allowing to remember 


this point Melanie. 
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Mike, and Big Joe , 


and 


we re all drooling, /voaing any one ot these 
reoords to my collection would have been incredible. It would have made my 
collection twice as good. You never see original T&G or Dischord records. So as this 
guy is checking out all these records I am convinced he will buy a few of them but 
leave at least a few for me and my friends. This old motherfucker looked at these 
records for 2 hours, I shit you not He listened to all of them. While this marathon 
punk session was going on I was pating like a caged tiger. With every minute that 
passed my blood pressure rose. In the end he put them in a few different piles and 
gave them back to the owner / dealer. With each set of reoords was a price. From 
what I remember the total was something near $4,500. It was hard to make out the 
number but he wasn’t making any deals. The old man left for a hot minute and we 
got to look over the scraps and that was all that was left. . .scraps. Nothing worth 
buying - he took everything. When he came back he handed the dealer fresh crisp 
hundred dollar bills and a cashier’s check. After I watched him load up this mega 
collection he walked past me with the records in tow. I said, "that’s an awesome 
collection," to which he responded, “It was ail right I have most of these reoords, 
these are just in better condition than mine." Brain Aneurysm. Are you fucking 
kidding me? The combination of staying up all right the excitement of being in the 
same room with some of the best records I’ve ever seer* then the crushing defeat by 
a man older than any of the dudes that made any of those records left me drained. 
We stumbled around the room looking for a fix of any kind. We ran into the guy we 
originally came to see but he wasn't set up to sell anything. We told our tale and he 
said he had something in the car to cheer me up. When he returned he handed me 
a 2" 1 press copy of the NEGATIVE APPROACH T. I overpaid for it but I was just so 
upset I had no other chance. Also I defy anyone reading this to hold the finest 
example of a HC 7' ever to be produced and then not pay whatever the owner is 
demanding. It literally would have been impossible to walk away from that record. In 
the end it wasn’t that bad of day I did leave with two awesome reoords, but all the 
records that got away will haunt me until the day I die. 





MUSIC jREYIEWS 


MANIPULATION s/t (Fashionable Idiots) 

Deep and harsh vocals with dark and noisy sounds 
underneath. The noise isn’t piercing - it’s there to tell you 
they’re not trying to be clean and mean. The true snob in me 
say?, “it’s the sixth instrument,” but I’m not comfortable being 
that pretentious... as if using this self-deprecating trope isn’t 
pretentious in itself. Enough about me: POISON IDEA and 
GAUZE make this record possible. The vocals are more akin 
to passing-a-kidneystone strained howls than constipated-for- 
three-days frustrated grunts. So I guess that means it sounds 
like GAUZE songs sung by a native English speaker. The 
rhythm has nothing in common with GAUZE because it’s a lot 
slower and more deliberate. Waterboarding, not the guillotine. 


[NO CLASS demo (self) 

INO CLASS played the Sunday matinee after Rob Ruzicka’s 
[birthday show in April. A smoky bar on a sunny spring 
[afternoon in St. Louis made for an awkward setting. It was 
[made still more awkward by Neal’s incessant strutting and 
[sashaying. At one point, he tried to hang from the drop 
[ceiling. Since he weighs more than fifteen pounds, the ceiling 
[started to come down. He climbed the PA and generally made 
[himself a nuisance in a good way. Most of his banter was 
[actually just stream-of-consciousness / foaming-at-the-mouth 
[ranting about his ex-girlfriend. Despite this display and the 
|fact that they’re from Kansas City (Missouri, not Kansas), this 
| does band not sound like actual crybabies The GET UP 
[KIDS. Tough HC for people with prominent foreheads and 
■jock jawlines. The sound of wrenches being tightened around 
[necks as hammers strike human flesh. If you want to hear the 
[type of ranting that was part of their live set, the three-layers 
[of the spoken intro to “That’s Just You Screaming in my Ear” 
| are what you need. There are also various insults (including 
[some directed at his own band members) all over the next 
[song, “Burning Bridges” if you want to hear even more. I feel 
[like these guys could stand to be a little tighter, but that 
[change might take away from their raw aggression. 


DEVOUR Insect Circuitry (Headcount) 

When bands have unusual or complicated riffs, it can be hard 
to come up with a vocal pattern that matches them. So, 
listeners get awkward moments like the first verse of “Aranea 
Codec,” where the vocals rush ahead of the notes a few 
times. The references to animals, nature, or insects are part 
of the title or theme in four of the five songs. That means 
“Laugh Track,” while a cool song, is a bit of a sore thumb 
because it doesn’t use a metaphor from nature to explain 
something about human interaction. Shit that clashes 
thematically like that kind of bothers me, but it’s something I 
should just stop worrying about, right? Anyway, my 
overanalysis (the only kind of analysis) of the vocals, song 
titles, and lyrics aside, this record is great musically. Like I 
said before, there are some unusual and memorable riffs on 
this record that show influences outside the canon of 
traditional USHC. While I’m at a loss as to identifying which 
bands they’re ripping off, it doesn’t really matter because I like 
ho^^oundsanywa^^^^^^^^ 


MINDSET Time & Pressure (React!) 

The fourth season of The Wire is focused on the crumbling I 
infrastructure of urban public schools in the United States. It I 
details the problems of internal and external political j 
influences on students and teachers. Forgive me for my lack j 
of interest in “Hardscape,” a song that tries to convey similar j 
themes in under two minutes with an ANTHRAX-y intro. In j 
other words, I appreciate their efforts to educate people about 
these topics, but slogans fit into punk songs better than 
essays and I leam more about the world from the news, peer- 1 
reviewed journal articles, and novelistic crime dramas. 


NUKKEHAMMER The Future of Siberia (Life-Rot) 

Steamroller action crushing all. Pity that they’re spread across j 
three cities because this band is capable of wrecking ear J 
drums and peaceful thoughts with their sheets of noisy crust. 
Songs about the “Skeletal Hand of the Reagan,” rebuilding 
the Berlin wall, and the Soviet Rust Belt indicate that they’re | 
taking their 1980s influences from more than just the music. 
Mindless repetition and relentless momentum. The surge I 
slows for a bit as they introduce “Kremlin Panzer,” but most of j 
this tape is comprised of fast, distorted noise and seething, 
vicious hatred. It’s like a six-song flashback to the uncertainty 
and persistent fear of the Cold War made by guys who are old 
enough to remember it vividly. 


MANIPULATION (TR) 
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OMEGAS Joyboymix (Non) 

Those with Internet access can seek out the track-by-track 
descriptions of this mixtape themselves. For the rest of you, 
I’ll share some quick thoughts. The number one highlight is 
the inclusion of their full live set from the URBAN BLIGHT 
record release show in 2009. (The same one that I reviewed 
in CG#2 that’s part of that nonexistent tape comp.) A bit long, 
but still strong. Just slightly less cool are the BONER HOGAN 
tracks, which are MURPHY’S LAW / BEASTIE BOYS / RZL 
DZL style frat-core odes to boobs and butts. I can only take 
tongue-in-(butt)cheek songs / bands like this in small doses. 
Thankfully, there are only two songs here, which is enough to 
be funny, but not too much so that it’s overdone. The other 
cool parts of the tape are the songs by their “brother bands”: 
URBAN BLIGHT, BAD CHOICE, MOLESTED YOUTH (great 
name), SLOBS, BLACK DOTS (also a great name), and 
MEN. 


OMEGAS Sonic Order (High Anxiety) 

Figures I get this record in the mail two days after we print the 
third issue. Figures it’s just as essential as their demo. Their 
idea of sonic order obviously looks (listens?) back to 
primordial proto-punk, or at least that’s what the recording has 
me thinking. The sleaze is caked thickly between the grooves 
on these songs as well. The loose, rough-and-tumble shuffle 
of “Street Meat” makes that apparent right out of the gate. 
Most likely about a pay-for-poon quest, but it could just be 
about getting bad sandwiches late at night. Both choices are 
equally disgusting. While a lot of “Sonic Order” is given over 
to early NYHC, “Ravages of Age” looks forward from that 
point to CRO-MAGS’ “Life of My Own” for lyrical influence. 
The second side leads off with a piss-take of “Panama” 
(kinda) or “Waterfall” (sorta) before storming into the title 
track. It’s the central point to their argument: only the music of 
“a harder taste" matters. They’ll let you know if your weak shit 
is not up to snuff by slamming you out the door. If they don’t 
do it themselves, someone slamming to these songs will take 
care of it for them. They put their money where their mouths 
are by offering up plenty of slams in all of the songs on this 
record. As they say in the liner notes, “You can ban us from 
your venue, you can ban us from your show, but you can’t 
ban us from your thoughts.” 



ORGANIZED SPORTS Hog Tied (Gnar Tapes) 

Fifth (!) tape by these folks from Portland. This is the third 
tape with Sam on vocals and it’s got some of their best songs 
so far. Actually, I like this tape a little better than the record. 
Ah well, my favorite songs by this band are different from the 
ones they like the best. No big deal. For what it’s worth, 
“Locked in” and “Punch You” should have made it to vinyl. 
These songs celebrate both the isolation and the aggression 
that’s part and parcel of this music and mindset. I mean, you 
can never explain the impact or importance of HC to an 
outsider, but if you tell them it’s music that reflects days filled 
with staring at bedroom walls alone and / or wanting to punch 
everyone you see on the street, you’d be pretty close. 
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ORGANIZED SPORTS s/t (HIV Town) 

The most important thing about this record is the song “Make 
Them Hate.” It’s kind of like the sequel to the hi 00s’ 
“Agitated.” One of those songs that’s on about winding people 
up and having a laugh at them. A good song, in other words. 
The other songs and the layout suggest a knowing boredom 
with the tried-and-true HC aesthetic or approach. Check the 
half-laced inverted and upright footballs on the cover for a 
jocky wink at VOID. Read the words to “5 Star” for a sarcastic 
take on meaningful lyrics. This isn’t a total piss-take or a 
parody of HC by people who should know better than to make 
stupid jokes. It’s just honest, mindless anger with an equally 
annoying and grating recording. Good for when you need a 
break from bands that take themselves too seriously. 


SWEET TOOTH demo (self) 

Scrappy kids playing spastic HC in a skate rats-who-love- 
VOID kinda way. Erik (I Was a Teenage Zombie) and Martin 
(Hey Ronnie) are in this band and they showed me a great 
video of their live set when I stayed with them recently. In the 
video, a doughy douche in a CANNIBAL CORPSE tee starts 
picking a fight with their singer, Kevin. Now, Kevin isn’t a big 
or threatening guy, but he still threw down the mic and put up 
his dukes to defend his band / himself. Things got hectic for a 
minute and then Erik took off his guitar and hit the dude with 
his headstock. He then flipped the guitar around, grabbed it 
by the neck, and made a motion like he was going to smash 
the dude with the body of the guitar. Say what you will about 
violence at shows, but when it’s against an outsider or 
someone who is being deliberately antagonistic, it’s justifiable. 
This case was more about prevention than coercion... anyway, 
this demo stands on its own, crazy show stories or not. The 
blast beats in the fast parts recall the thrash revival of the 
early 2000s while the random noodling, occasional focused 
wankery, and repetitive riffage on “Youth Corrupter” fit snugly j 
into the more recent interest in later FLAG and mid-era SST j 
guitar bands. It’ll be interesting to see how they develop their j 
sound as they move forward. 


TOTAL TRASH demo (Survive) 

Really cool demo from these Toronto-area youngins. 
Displaying an affection for the late, local (to them) BAD 
CHOICE, this one kicks off with a slow-as-molasses drum 
beat and a slurred statement of intent. BAD CHOICE never 
j wrote a song about a character from a Kafka novel, though. 
Also, the vocals sound more like Scott from CIVIC 
PROGRESS than the demented wail of a Springa-inspired 
lunatic. Still gets things done though. The obligatory “our city 
sucks” anthem “No York” also manages to include a dig at the 
TTC, which is Toronto’s mass transit system. That brings to 
mind both The F.U.’s (T Sux) and HUSKER DU (MTA). This 
demo is a long way from sounding like either band, but I can 
only hope they head more toward the inspired lunkhead-ism 
of the former rather than the (eventual) wistful sappiness of 
the latter. ■ 
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UP TO US demo (self) 

In one of the issues of Fuck You Fanzine (done by Ronny 
Little of RAIN ON THE PARADE), he says it would be cool if 
more women sang for bands. The only problem is he spoke 
from a narrow-minded perspective by suggesting that these 
women should sing for a band that sounds like TOKEN 
ENTRY or 7 SECONDS. That is, they should go for a tamer 
HC sound because they are women and their vocal cords 
can’t handle the deep, burly, or tough phrasings required by a 
lot of HC bands. Obviously, that’s a bunch of bullshit. Dude 
had apparently never heard NO THANKS, SACRILEGE, or 
his local(ish) female-fronted FAST TIMES. I can’t be sure 
whether the people in UP TO US heard his advice and 
decided to follow it. Nevertheless, this band is definitely 
mining the same ground that INSTED, 7 SECONDS, and UP 
FRONT did. Here are the song titles: “Move Forward,” “Better 
Tomorrow,” and “Break Away.” Those titles and their 
collegiate font (in Duke colors.. .P S. Fuck Duke, Butler should 
have won) tell you right off the bat that that this is going to be 
positive HC. It’s not cutting it for me. You can be positive and 
still sound hateful. To quote Aaron from The REPOS talking 
about “We’re Not in This Alone”: “They say ‘fuck’ so many 
times on that record, but, it’s like, they’re trying to be positive.” 
There is a world of difference between INSTED and YOUTH 
OF TODAY or SIDE BY SIDE, just as there is a world of 
difference between UP TO US and SICK FIX, NO THANKS, 
or, shit, even PUNCH. 


V 
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VILE GASH s/t (Youth Attack!) 

It was a running joke (to me at least) that this record was 
never going to be finished because Andrew did so many vocal 
takes. He’d play it for me in his car or tell me they re-did the 
vocals for the third or fourth time. I thought it was kind of 
funny when he told me. Now, though, I see the benefit to his 
meticulous, obsessed approach. This record is completely 
savage. The first nine songs speed by in the way we’re all 
used to hearing VILE GASH. (Sure, they re-recorded five of 
the songs from their first three tapes, but I can get past that 
because they cherry-picked the best songs from those tapes 
and gave them a new treatment that serves them well.) 
Anyway, the momentum of the first nine songs comes to a 
crashing halt for the closer, “Incapable.” I mean, the feedback 
literally stops between the songs for the first time and all you 
hear is the shittiest sounding cymbals counting off the song. 
It’s a dismal start to another pounding, plodding stomper in 
the vein of “Unfit” from their second demo, or a litany of other 
grit-your-teeth-and-punch-the-wall hate jams. What’s really 
good about “Incapable” is that it is only two minutes long but it 
seems much longer in comparison to the first nine songs. In 
fact, this entire record is only a little bit longer than “Unfit” 
itself. It creates the illusion of being long without actually 
being long, which is a slight mindfuck. We’re also treated to 
printed lyrics for the first time since their original demo. These 
were useful for me because I assumed “Life-Rot” was 
directed inward, not outward. Seeing the use of the second- 
person possessive instead of the first-person possessive in 
this song completely changes my take on it. My point is moot 
really, because every single one of these songs are directed 
at object’s of Andrew’s hate. In some of the songs, the object 
of his hate is himself. No matter the target, all of these songs 
are about hate, hate, hate. 









URBAN BLIGHT “More Reality” Live (Drone Errant) 

Readers who have the second issue of CG already know 
about this set. It’s from the nonexistent “Free for All ’09” tape 
comp that featured recordings from all of the bands on 
URBAN BLIGHT’S record release show. This release here is 
just the URBAN BLIGHT set. Readers who have all of the 
other issues of CG must be really sick of hearing me talk j 
about this record, this band, and even this live set. I couldn’t j 
care less if you think I’m talking about them too much. ] 
URBAN BLIGHT is one of the best bands in the scene right | 
now. This tape captures them at a pivotal point in their career. ! 
I’m thinking the tape is already sold out, but you need to hear j 
it one way or the other. Mandatory moshing, indeed. 


VIOLENT ARREST Minute Manifestos (Tadpole / Boss 
Tuneage) 

It’s weird that a bunch of guys who were in bands in the 
eighties would cover a song from 2000. Since that song was 
also written by a bunch of old heads, maybe it makes sense 
somehow. I can’t tell whether minute in the title refers to a 
sixty-second period of time or a small or insignificant matter. 
Either way, these songs are not much longer than a minute 
each and they deal with a broad range of topics in a direct 
way. I’m glad these guys started a new band instead of trying 
to rehash their glory days in some embarrassing reunion tour j 
with a half-assed lineup of non-original members, like say i 
VERBAL ABUSE, FANG, and CAPITALIST CASUALTIES. 
No, VIOLENT ARREST is above all that and they are capable j 
of writing, urn, boss tunes that might be a little on the j 
“traditional” side of things, but are nevertheless highly potent j 
and catchy. 


(WASTE MANAGEMENT Taster Too with More Live Street | 
I Beef (TNRMN / Fun with Smack) 

I I’m thinking it started with SICK OF IT ALL’S “The Deal.” Then j 
I we had VOORHEES with “PC Punks” and “More Violence in^ 
j Hardcore.” This past decade has seen both LAST IN LINE’S I 
“Play Nice” and STRAIGHTJACKET NATION’S “Herdcore.’l 
Now, we have “Too Much Unity” by these men. This idea is so 
out there that “next level” doesn’t even apply. It’s primal - 
prior level - type shit here. When Matt got this tape from 
Craig on the DURESS tour in March, Craig told him he 
wanted it to be hard for people to be into WASTE 
MANAGEMENT. That doesn’t mean they’ve recorded the 
most abrasive and unlistenable record ever. It means they’re 
not promoting this tape at all, not playing out that much, and, 
ultimately, making you do a little bit more work so that you 
enjoy the final product even more. Their model works. The 
music here is just what you want. Early MADBALL and 
I DISCHARGE filtered through Boston and some pretty 
„ _ J distinctive vocals. The live set is full of excellent banter, 
including the challenge, “prove to me you’re not fake” before a 
>3 cover of “Drug Free Youth” on HC’s Hallmark holiday, Edge 
Day. Craig also tells the people running the show to turn the 
lights out because punk is supposed to be dangerous. He 
introduces “Solitude,” runner-up for best song on this tape, by 
I telling the crowd they won’t like it because it’s too punk. He’s 
right because it sounds a little more like DISCHARGE and it’s 
not balls-out fast the whole time. Still a crusher and this tape 
is 110% worth searching out and savoring. 
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OMEGAS Sonic Order (High Anxiety) 
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This is the kick in the ass that modern HC needs. .WV&jV... 
Abrasive, confident music played full speed ahead by 
obvious HC aficionados. Darby singing for URBAN WASTE. 

Penelope singing for the ABUSED. The stand-out tracks 
are "Street Meat" (bang hookers or eat from hot dog 
carts, both are equally appealing) and "You can be 
Replaced," which is a fucking anthem in my life. The 
debauchery and sleaziness ooze from this record like 
herpes breakout, 
printed threats 
have been meaning 
SLAM" on the 


white-bread dudes trying 
label/ but still 


: raw nerve s/t (Youth Attack!) 
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cigarettes, drinks Pabst almost exclusively 

wears clothes that “ r “ ?icln Apparel. Call a duck a 
I from thrift stores and Ameri l^work for their demo 

duck. Their initial atte ® pts =t .*n d ard HC 2009 fare: 

-.a rtt-her tapes were pretty 
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WTEOTIAL friends #1 (32 half pages) 

13151 Golden Meadow ~ 

Plainfield, il 60585 
tbonam@gmail.com 

| ^ rns out if you name your zine after 
OF TODAY song, your ~ — -7, ? B . after 

Fr ,° m tne Iront cov er all c , 

, .»«. ."Si’ «- w.,,; 

copy job is bad. it's okav^o ^^ U ^ 1;Ln 5? rmed ' and even the 
departments, but not all V^e You ^ ** °“ e ° f these 

'one of these i-himt. it Youhave 


zine a U “- Lra ~rate YOUTH J 

- — — o C . From the front -- 8t least thi rd-rate - E&fafc&H 
back this thing looks 
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these things at Te^st b ° be *** 'at 

Pl e: he can't do a goddamn thing wit^e ^ R ° b f ° r 
writes with the best of fh 9 J th copy mac hine 
spell, but t know ™ tay around a” 1 X f ile 1 C3n bare ^ 
well. In this rag, Tvler teiceo Xer ox machine pretty 

where I used a^cinderblock lika" 6 3 DDRESS sh °» 

opinion i preplaJa'trfwin 1 ^^:/^ 11 ', In b - 
thinks X went to Home Depot h»f ? that dnderblock. He 
I could throw it I-tr explain M b ° U<Jht U gust sd 
situation for Tyler and anv le the realit y of the 

out there: the Albion house has ^ ° ther mental “idgets 
causes drums to move when thev'r. T” 1 * floor, which 
&TJ he ' d know this because he is . pl3yed (You'd think 

&| logic is beyond hi, s f //""f 1 ' bdt this simple 
k-J get something heavy ' to put in / d ^ UIraner) askdd me to 

found a cinderblock and put it in^fro n°/ T ^ ~ 1 

Yeah, I threw it durina t*he> c , front of the drums. 

purpose of this heavy object) but T 9 v (defeatin 9 the 
plan to throw it - it just hll b b fuck xt - 1 didn't v.a-v 

Shit While I have been in bands 1 ® been throwing 

bands. Here's the real problf- ^ 1 - St3rted ba -9 in |&&& 
band (BORING OVER, 


everyone told them they war ^ oke when , 

pedaled and said it was 3 * * e ep everything a secret! 

hit the internet they tried to beep They spe „t 

from their members to wh ^ sewing and prep aring 

months keeping sacreb ® . fi r St show. Real funny ] 0 ke . , 
cardboard signs f _ bh ® L ve ryone would think their LOUCST 
Obviously they thought every but „ hen it wasn t 

impression would There is one good song on this 

they all backed down . ' The^^ „ Intro/Life Tr ap" npoff 

record. It's an 8 really kick it into hig 

that actually sucks after th y standa rd for Youth 

gear. The rest is garbage and pre‘ tty^ b _ side has an 
Attack! Here's the ® P betwe en the grooves of the 
art/noise song double track ^ ^ tE ies but you can 

regular songs. It migh minut es of guitar noises, 

find it. This track is ^ vocals of Ralph yelling 

random drumming, and ed ahman creative writing class. 
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36 r'hoot “sorry' "you couldn't keep up on the 
at your high schoo it's some fucking real 
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[Actually, a ^arty "h^T^ bettl. ^ 

I think Tyler should 


I and hotter babes, m 
change the name of his 


In the end. 


L11C name of his zin^ 1 tmuiua 

Garbage. Seeya on the m£?i! J° tCntlal Friends to 



POISON PLANET Oblivious (ThirdxParty) 
Chicago Hardcore: Where men 


- . — - wimps and meat isn't 

even fed to pit bulls. Weak effort from a group of weak 
babies. Not to compare Crucial Kyle to Pig Champion, but 
would a POISON IDEA record be a POISON IDEA record 
without Pig? There is only one answer to this question 
unless you're an actual retard. How about this: what's 
BLACK FLAG without Greg Ginn? In fact every original 
member of this band quit except the singer. Some bands * 5 
can pull this off. Good example: CARDIAC ARREST, but the 
difference is the guy who stuck around is the same guy 
that wrote all the songs. Not the case here. Gone: youth 
crew channeled through the REPOS' guitar tone and 86 
MENTALITY'S aggression. What remains: preachy, tired i 
lyrics and thrown away BOILING OVER riffs, which if a * 
band that bad throws them away...you 

bad. I TT)Ob» t* hor'anco DATCHm nr 


wm 



- know they're really 

bad. I eat meat because POISON PLANET tells me not to 
Save your money, buy a Saver Sack at White Castle 



Y ^ 


■y you CUU1UU >- ST *• 

at yuui. *^)j" — ’ £ . AV it' s some fucking real 

football field. Needless y la b ei, garbage record, 

edgy shit. Garbage band, garbage 

Death To Art Fags! M ~| 



SHUT THE FUCK UP demo (self) . . .^ rn 

Obviously bad band name aside this is the °n y an 
Chicagoland that I actually like. Average SHUT THE FUCK 
UP fan- White, fat, Latin King. Why? From what I 
understand (and I might be totally wrong) their singer 
did time and joined the Latin Kings while locked down. 

So now he's out, starts a band and obviously every Latin 
King likes them. A SHUT THE FUCK UP show is ' ^tered 
with hillbillies, beatdown HC Icids, wiggers, ““lheade, 

Latin Kings and other assorted moshers. tind of 

sound appealing to you then I don' t know what kind ^f 

hippie commune you live in. Anyway, this music ia 
as P fucking hard as it gets before you turn the corner to 
beatdown shit. It's like a mix of FLOORPUNCH and 
beatdown. If Porter was like Freddy Madball mo 
Ray of Today you might get SHUT THE FUCK UP . s 
tinged HC done the right way. There's not one song on 
here that couldn't get a table flipped over or a chair 
thrown across a scummy LaPorte VFW hall. This shit 
made for fist fights. I have listened to this demo 
without any exaggeration at least a hundred • 

spent entire car rides between Chicago and Indiana where 
I listen to nothing else. It s fucking y* 

infectious HC. Sure it's dumbed down but ^ hat * the 
fucking point. They're not breaking new ground they r 
just playing HC the way it should be Pj- Y • 

Unfortunately, for all of us they're on Heights 

because after a show at Knights in Ariington Heights 
their singer and drummer got in a twenty-minute fis 
fight. Apparently the singer wanted to bang some girl in 
the van after their set and the drummer e ° lpad 

gear instead. Now I wasn't at this giq 
relayed to me that they kept fighting, 9 ettl " g P ^ ed 
aDart qetting loose, fighting more, getting pulled 
apart! and on and on until eventually the people trying 
to pull them apart just gave up and let them fight 
out. Just another reason to find this demo . 
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This interview was done after a MIND 
ERASER/SIi^NG gig in Chicago. The questions 
were written by Bob and asked by Matt. 
Counterfeit Garbage: You've said the name 
came from seeing a WASTE MANAGEMENT durpster 
an the street. However it seems like a being 
a "manager of waste" is hew you approach the 
band and scene. Which people do you think 
generate waste in the scene? 

Waste Management: Well, we have that seng, 
"Dead Weight," which is basically about 
people who will ccrrplain about shit . You 
knew, cane to shows, "Oh this bard sucks. 
This hand's not very good. I don't, want to 
pay." But those people den' t play in any 
bands, they don' t do shit, they don't do a 
zine, they don't book shows. So basically. 


fuck them. If you're not productive, get out 
but don't caiplain. 

OG: So what's your plan or strategy for 
managing the waste? 

WM: I guess it looks like I'm just 
carplaining about it a lot. I den' t knew, 
nan. I mean, I kind of just go with the flow 
and try to do my own thing. What minute 
influence I have on anyone it is to get shit 
done yourself. 

OG: I think bands have influence cn people. 
r /M: There's so many people out here, and 
it's so fucking easy. If I can do it, 
anybody can do it. So don't ooqplain, or 
just don't cane to the show. Don't be 
involved with the scene if you're just going 
to complain and bitch and take away from it. 


OG: I've heard the term "new scene" thrown 
around to describe ycur approach to the way 
things are dene in Boston. Who coined this 
term, and what does it mean exactly? 

WM: I'm pretty sure I coined it just because 
at the time when we started playing, there 
were a few new bands playing and I feel like 
things were pretty stale at the time. I 
mean, there were sane straightforward 
hardcore bands but it wasn't like, you knew, 
it was just getting boring because it was 
just kind of crnplacent and going through 
the motions and stuff. And we just kind of 
joked about like hew "Aw man, things are 

gonna be first WASTE MANAGEMENT show - 

it's gonna be the new scene. It's gonna be 
awesane. Everyone' s genna mosh. It's genna 




be cool." So basically it's just a joke. 
It's us being siked cn our shitty band that 
turned into a real band. I den' t knew, we 
played our first show, it was fucking 
awesome. It was in a basement and everyone 
came out. Everyone was awesome. I feel like 
we met more people that we had seen at shews 
all the time. They turned out to be really 
cool. You knew hew you see people and you're 
like, "Eh, I kinda know that guy." But you 
get to knew people that way. Everyone came 
together kinda. Basically just a joke term. 


this term? Name names. 

foM: I mean there's like the big package 
tours, I guess. Keep in mind I don't know 
these people, and I have no beef or 
anything, but the bigger bands like 
CEREMONY, stuff like that, TRASH TAIK. At 
least to me. They came from different areas, 
they came from California so maybe other 
people heard of them before me so. It just 
seems like it ocmes cut of nowhere and it's 
like you got all these record rtaal* and big 
business shit and you're always cn tour. i 
It's your job. I just feel like, if you want 
HC to be your job that's cool, but I think 
that kind of takes away when you' re 

depending cn HC.. 

OG: To eat. 

WM: Yeah, it's just notL.it's weird to me. It 
doesn't make, it's stupid. I cb it cause I 
need to, for fun, for everything. But not 
for a job. 

OG: The sengs "No Way Out" and "Solitude" 


understanding is ah, you knew, these bands 
cane out nowadays and I'm not that old but I 
mean when I started playing bands like 2002 
or sanething like that. I don't know, my 
first hand, you knew you put out a demo, 
pass it around, if people like it they ask 
you to play a shew. Then you play sene 
shews, whatever. Then maybe go on tour, thai 
maybe scmecne asks you to do a record. And 
maybe seme day you can go to Europe, which I 
have still never been to Europe. But now 
it's like bands cane cut, they write the 
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Oar crew of bands is the New Scene. It's not 
like an elitist thing or anything, it's just 
people who have a certain mindset or vibe 
about cool shows. 

OG: I guess you already answered this, but 
why was there a need for a New Scene? 
Because everyone was boring? 

VM: I mean, I wouldn't say it was boring. 
There's always sane good shit, but at the 
time, to me, it seemed like people weren't 
playing exactly what I wanted to hear. I 
mean we do the band just cause we wanted to 
hear shit that was like siirple ass hardcore. 
Just raw. To the point, you knew? So we just 
goofed around, picked our friend James, who 
never played drnns. Got him, just sane fun 
times. Played a shew, people liked it, 
record it, now we're a band. 

OG: I'm also interested in the source or the 
coinage of the term "Career Core" and the 
band or bands that it applies to. 
r *M: I think Luke, our guitar player, coined 
that one. And ah, career is, ah he'd have to 
give ycu the proper definition but my 
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most fucking boring, fucking basic shit just 
so people will like it. They go to Europe on 
a demo. They ask to play your shew. It's 
like, dude, ycu gotta put in same work. You 
knew what I mean? So Career Gore i 3 
basically those people who are just looking 
for sanething easy to do, go have fun, or 
make a little cash. I don't know what people 
make off HC, but I'm sure there's sane money 
being made. 

OG: I'm sure same people are mking money. 

Mk It ain't me so.. 

OG: Which bands or labels did you or Luke 
have in mind when you or he came up with 


are kind of contradictory. The first seng 
tells me that getting a diploma or degree is 
a waste of time because I'm a slave to 
society. Ihe second song says I gotta use my 
mind and do shit for myself. What if I want 
to get a degree and an education so I can 
get out of a shit situation and make a 
better life for myself? 

Basically "No Way Out" I kinda wrote 
that one thinking about people who are like, 
they go to college, they're like "FUck it. 
I'm gonna get this awesome job, get a good 
career, and make tans of money." i don't see 
them anymore. Just people that fall off the 



not clean-cut dudes or whatever. I den' t 
know, I just try to, I don't think everyone 
is a poser cause I'm a fucking poser, 
whatever. You gotta make people think. When 
it's just everyone like "What's up 
everybody. Alright yo, buy cur shit. Cool." 
End of set. It's like why don't you make 
people like.be provocative. Make people 
think. That's just the way I look at it. 
Sometimes I really mean what I say. For 
instance, people obviously like that song so 
they're not posers. Shit's boring. 

OG: In the Screaming at a Wall interview you 
mention Ken was recruited into WM cause "He 
was the next friend we knew that cculdn' t 
really play drums either." One thing that's 
cool about HC is that it rewards ineptitude. 
It doesn' t take mich technical skill to 
write a riff that will have people tearing 
each other's heads off. Was it inportance 
for the mentoers of VM to have played the 
instruments they play in a band before? Is 


face of the Earth just to be a pencil 
pusher. It's cool you got money, but your 
life's passing you by, man. You could be 
doing so much more productive stuff just 
having a basic job and having a little spare 
time, you know? Not everyone's like that but 
sane people are. "Solitude." Ah, I just feel 
like you really have ta..Ycu're on your own, 
you have to make decisions for yourself. No 
one's genna help you. The government, they 
may seem like they wanna help you. They 


there a lot of dmnb luck? Is there a lot of 
trial and error? 

WM: Definitely a lot of trial and error. 
It's not like we're slaving over riffs, you 
know, if we play something rind it sounds 
good, we fucking do it. I mean we throw out 
a lot of riffs. Because it's too nuch of a 
ripoff, sounds like another sang. But 
basically I think we' re all pretty good at 
instruments now, but Kenny especially is a 
great drummer now after practicing. But it's 
like our approach is basically "Whatever 
sounds good." We don't try to go for a 
certain style, we don't try to sound loose, 


sound to it and the crowd are a bunch of 
posers so they won't like it. The other 
banter on the set is pretty hilarious in the 
terms of hew you address and berate the 
audience. It seems like if the nusic is too 
easy to get into you're okay with throwing 
people a curveball like "Solitude." What 
kind of vibe do you want VM to give off 
live? Would you rather alienate a VFW full 
of Career Core fuckheads or play to five 
people in a basement who are totally into 
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don't wanna help you. You knew, obviously 
I'm preaching to the choir, basically just 
you gotta be yourself. I don't knew man, I'm 
tired. 

OG: Do you have a degree yourself? 

WM: I have three, actually. I went to 
Wentworth for Engineering. I got an 
Associate' s Degree there, then I got an 
Associate' s for general business 

ackninistraticn, which turned into a 
Bachelor's ctegree in Finance. And I'm 
actually the president of a construction 
company but since I've graduated, there's 
been no work. I graduated in 2007. I've had 
no construction jobs because the econany is 
shit. I work in a warehouse throwing boxes 
all day. 

OG: So hew old are you? 

WM: 28. 

OG: Older than I thought. 

?M: There's stuff out there but it' 3 a shit 
system right new. 

OG: In the live set on Taster Too you 
preface "Solitude" by saying it's got a punk 
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the songs and band? 

WM: I guess I'd have to say play to five 
people who are totally into it. I'm sure you 
can alienate a bunch of people, tut why 
alienate when you can maybe get than into 
sane cool shit, cause everyone starts out 
somewhere. 

OG: Yeah, that's what he's saying. You said 
if it's punk they ’won't like it, so they're 
posers. 

WM: Yeah well that was a big Edge Day show. 
HAVE HEART was the headliner. And there was 
a lot of kids that you know that they 
probably don't check out every band if it's 






we practice a lot and we try to scur^ good. 
There's a song like "Solitude" that is kind 
of a straightforward punk jam. There are 
songs that are really fast, there are really 
3 low songs. We got a dirge-y song like "When 
Will It End?" Stuff that sounds like maybe a 
little UK influence. Basically anything that 
sounds cool. You can't try to fit a mold. 
You know what I mean? Ycu just gotta go for 
it. 

OG: But it all sounds like a WM song. 

WM: Yeah I guess. I mean we have a certain 
style but it's definitely not calculated. It 
just kind of happens. I guess we have the 
touch or sane thing . 

OG: Do you guys throw out a lot of scngs? 

WM: It's not like we try to write a lot of 
songs, maybe like every couple of months 
we'll be like "Oh I got this new riff," and 
we'll just jam on it and just play randan 
shit, keep the drums going and play stuff 
til it sounds good. A lot of times, yeah 
we'll be "Flick this song." The stuff we just 
put out cn the new tape we' ve had those 
scngs for a couple years. It takes time. 

OG: A few months ago you told me you wanted 
this new tape to stay on tape so that it's 
difficult to listen to, and difficult for 
people to be into ymr band. Why do ycu want 
it to be hard for people to like WM? 

WM: What I mean, that was def initely . . . I was 
slightly joking. H cm I want peqple to put in 
effort to have to track down a tape player. 
They really want the tape. A lot of people 
just get something like "Ch cool, I'll add 
this to my collection" and maybe listen to 
it and then file it. But I want people to be 
like "Ah, this is awesome!" I really want to 
sit down, open the lyric sheet, pit this in 
my tape deck, and check it out. Basically 
that' s all for nothing cause that' s caning 
out on a 7" new. 

OG: I heard about that the other day. 

WM: Basically that was me talking out my 
ass. 

OG: That's a cool thing though, to make 
people want to work to hear your band. 

WM: It's not a requirement but it is an 
interesting thought. 

OG: What does the matrix etching cn the 7" 
mean? If you need a reminder, it's "Destroy 
all durrpster syrrpathizers" and "Never trust 
a Murray." 

WM: Alright. It's actually "Destroy all 
durrper syrrpathizers." 

OG: Oh. Dumper syrrpathizers. 

VM: We have this kinda slang term in Boston: 
durper. Just for kind like a waran, maybe 
not the most attractive woman or ah, 
basically, it's just..I'm gonna sound like a 
terrible chauvinist, tut I really am not. 

OG: Go .ihead, this is the place for it. 

WM: No, it's just sane stupid word we have 
for like any chick. It's not like, it's 
doesn't mean one thing or another. It's a 
stupid idiot guy joke. 

OG: Gee, durrper to me means a girl with a 
big ol' buttl 

WM: Yeah, ’which is fucking awesome . 

OG: That is cool. 

WM: Make sure ycu print that. Nice big 
butt3. And I am single, for the ladies cut 
there in the zine world. What was the other 
Gne? 

OG: "Never trust a Murray." 

>M: Murray, ah Murray. That's what we call 
Jews. Our bass player is mega- Jewish. He 
always makes anti-Senitic jokes. So it's 
just kind cur humor, but we' re, ah, not... 

OG: That's what matrices are for. Making 
kinda fucking stupid jokes. 

.*M: T like if people who don't knew us and 
ask .ibout air shit mist think we' re the 


biggest fucking assholes. People nust think 
we're the biggest fucking jerks. But that's 
just hew we hang out and joke around. 

03: Why "W.B.D." instead of "When Will It 
End?" cn the lyric sheet on the record and 
tape? 

WM: We called it, at practice, we were like 
a "This is like a really sick kinda dirge, 
it sounds like a storm or something." So 
we're like "Let's play the 'Wind Blown 
Dirge.'" So that's what it means, it's just 
kind of a description of what we thought it 
sounded like. It's definitely not cool. 

OG: I was late for the show tonight cause I 
was watching the Blackhawk game. So what 
mkes ycu skip shows or cane late to shows? 
>M: Basically I mean, if I know ahead of 
time if I'm going to a show who the openers 
are, if I don' t knew them I try to check 
them out. Sanetimes if it's a weeknight or 
something, you're just late cause you gotta 
work or sane thing. I won't go to shews if 
they're too far away, especially if I've 
seen the bands before. If it's sane good 
friends or something I'll try to go out of 
state a little bit. But it's kinda tough to 
find the time and I don't skip many. I'm at 
a lot of local shows . I go to a lot of 

shows in Boston and Providence. 

OG: That's good to hear. My least favorite 
type of HC person is the kind that is in a 
band but doesn't go to shows unless their 
band is playing. 

VM: I go to a ton of shows. It seems like I 
only go to shews that my band playing, but 
that's because I'm in a bunch of bands. But 
I always try to check sanething cut. I will 
admit that I am a little bit lazier about 
checking stuff cut new and it's not because 
I don't want to, I don't have the Internet 
where I live. I don't have cable, so I just 
hear about my friends' stuff. So my friends 
who I see all the time "Ch, I'm doing this 
new band," tut if I go to a show if I see 
something awesane I'll check it out. I won't 
ignore it because it's not, because someone 
thinks it's cool. No attitudes. No egos. 

OG: So how far is Providence from Boston? 

WM: For me, it's equal. 

OG: Oh do you not live in Boston? 

WM: No, I don' t live in the city. I don't 
like cities. I live in the suburbs. I live 
in a log home actually, pretty sick, right 
near my parents. 

OG: Did you build it? 

WM: No, my dad owns it, my friend is moving 
in soon. We got a lot of land, we irake hay 
in the fields. Country boys, a lot of ’woods 
to hang out in. 

OG: Is that why you wear flannels a lot? 

WM: I wear flannels cause that's what I've 
worn since I was a little kid. Everyone 
think it's cause of the fashion thing now, 
but I try to be a lumberjack or something 
cause they get chicks... 

OG: Lumberjack HC nan. 

WM: I don' t get chicks at all so that 
■doesn't work. 

OG: Do you always wear the backwards hat 
when ycu play? 

WM: No, actually speaking of fucking 

hats... I had this red hat, I got it when I 
was in sixth grade. My parents had a dairy 
farm in upstate New York. So we had these 
hats - WAYROCK Farms . Wayne, Roberta, Craig, 
that's the initials. I've had it since sixth 
grade. So yesterday fucking T3ASTARD plays, 
’which I'm super siked on seeing. First song, 
hat falls off. Gene. Ehck. 

OG: Never saw it again? 

WM: No, I found it after the set under she 
stage . The bill was snapped in half. So rest 
in peace, red hat. I wear hats when I don't 


have time to get a haircut, which is a lot. 
I don' t think as a signature thing, but 
you've probably seen me with a hat most of 
the time. Sanetimes I throw a little product 
in my hair if it's nice and short, but I 
don't conform to a certain style. 

OG: I thought iraybe it was like Rob Ruz's 
thing with the green bandana and dark khakis 
and a zip-up sweatshirt. 

>M: Funny ycu mention that cause I saw him 
in St. Louis. 

03: Wasn't wearing the bandana? 

WM: Not wearing the bandana, wearing a hat, 
looking good. 

OG: Isn't there a big reunion fest caning up 
in Boston? 

WM: Yeah..it's D.Y.S., JERRY'S KIDS, F.U.'S, 
FREEZE, GANG GREEN. That's it. GANG GREEN is 
very bad, not good. I saw them a little 
while ago. > JERRY'S KIDS will be awesome. 
I've seen them, they're great. F.U.'S are 
good, they've been playing. Urn, D.Y.S., I 
mean I'm gonna be there cause JERRY'S KIDS 
is good. I'm gonna watch D.Y.S. and hope 
it's good. 

OG: Who do ycu think is genna play last? 

WM: I bet D.Y.S. cause they haven't played 
in so long. Who knows? It's cool they wanna 
play but I hepe it's not... 

OG: Do you think they'll play songs frem the 
s/t record? 

VW: I wouldn't mind if they did honestly. 
Because "No Pain, No Gain" is good. Sane of 
those songs are pretty good. Just the 
production sucks on that album. Who knows? 

OG: Are there any local current bands 
playing? 

rn: I have no idea about the show really. I 
just saw it on Facebook. It's at seme shitty 
big club in Boston where like the "Great 
American HC Fest" was and ah, it's just like 
same pro dance club place so it kinda 
stinks. Hopefully it's a good time. D.Y.S.' 
''Brotherhood" is one of my favorite records 
of all time. And I really hope they don't 
ruin that image for me. 

OG: Do you own all those X-Claim! records? 

WM: All of them, yeah. It took me awhile but 
I tracked them all down. 

OG: Did ycu find them all in Boston? 

VM: No, actually I had to trade or buy 'an 
cause they' re scarce. I mean every once in a 
while JERRY' S KIDS will pop up, or it all 
peps up tut I mean if you're not right in 
the city at the stores, ycu don' t really get 
any deals. Anyone reading this, if this is 
still going in the zine, trade me a 
DEATHWISH single. 

OG: You were talking about that last time I 
saw you actually. 

WM: Or an original SIEGE demo tape if you 
got it. I got cool shit. 

OG: A lot of times ycu hear about sanecne 
giving up something really old for same new 
band's limited pressing of a 7" or a test 
press or something. 

WM: Interesting trade: after one of the 
FUCKED UP weekends awhile ago, they released 
these "Dolly Mixture" and "Shop Assistants" 
singles so I grabbed 'em, you know, four or 
five bucks apiece. Before I even got them 
heme and got to listen to them.. this guy. I 
put them on my tradelist, whole stack of new 
stuff. Instantly I get this (Trail from this 
guy fran Austin or sane thing and long story 
short, I traded him those two singles, which 
cost me ten dollars, for the GRO-MAGS 10" 
and the SEIGE demo 7" cn Off The Disk on red 
which there are only twenty copies of. Later 
on, a couple years ago, they sold for $400. 

So I'm pretty siked 1 got that for ten 
dollars . So I think that's kind cool that 
guy didn' t trade on value, he traded cause 



he really like FUCKED UP. 

VW: Do you want to say anything else? 

CG: rtrm.do I want to say anything else? If 
you want us to 


play email us at 
managersofwaste@gmail . ocm . Please have a 
good local band that will make us want to 
cone and play your town and "Get Your Mind 
Right/' 

CG: Where's the furthest you've played fron 
Boston besides Texas? 

>M: I think Toronto or Ridrncnd. 

CG: That's a good haul down to Richmond. 

>W: We played that No Way Fhst. It was 
pretty cool. I mean it's tough to tour. We 
got a couple teachers in the band, but we 
have a tour caning up. Possibly in October. 

OS: All right, I'll do it. 

>M: With the mighty DURESS. 

OS: Actually, that's the end. 
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